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a¢ Did the Worms Count 
the Offering? 


The whole church was mystified. 
Why had the army worms made such a 
bad mistake? The day before, a terrible 
report had come to the farmers in the lit- 
tle town where that church was situated. 

“The ‘army worms are coming!” 

Frantically the farmers grabbed hoes, 
shovels, spades, anything they could lay 
their hands on, and raced for the fields. 
Already the worms were close. Feverishly 
the farmers charged at them, swinging hoes 
and shovels, crushing worms, stamping 
them, burying them. 

But it did no good. Where they killed 
perhaps ten or twenty, a hundred or a 
thousand swept in to take their places, 
and the swarm marched on. They climbed 
the stalks of grain and ate everything that 
was green, then came down and marched 





























And that’s what mystified the church. 





on. They came to trees and climbed right 
up, out over the branches, stripping off the 
leaves; then down the trunks and on. 

Farmers who had spent the whole year 
caring for their crops now saw everything 
destroyed in a few minutes. 

Then an amazing thing began to hap- 
pen. “Look,” cried someone, “the worms 
are turning!” 

A group of people rushed to see. The 
worms had just finished destroying a farm- 
er’s crop, and had now come to the end 


of his property and the beginning of 
land belonging to another farmer. As th 
came to the boundary line they stopped, 


then turned, some to the right and some 
to the left. They marched down the edge 
of his property till they came to the corner, 
then turned again, went up that side, and 
turned at the next corner, then marched on, 
destroying the next farmer’s field. 

Neighbors rushed to the owner. “Tell us 
quickly,” they begged. “Why have your 
fields been saved?” 

The farmer smiled. “Friends,” he said, 
“I think the reason must be that God pro- 
tected me. You see, in the Good Book it 
says that if we will pay God our tithe, He 
will ‘rebuke the devourer’ so it won’t de- 
stroy our crops. I always pay my tithe, and 
you see, God kept His promise.” 

Every other farmer who paid tithe saw 
the same miracle take place. Except one. 


Sister MacFarlane discussed it that night 
with Sister Coffman. 

“Why,” she asked her friend, “was 
Brother Mitchel’s farm destroyed? He’s a 
church member.” 

“That’s what I can’t explain,” admitted 
Sister MacFarlane. “He’s one of the strong- 
est members we have!” 

But the mystery was cleared up Sabbath 
morning. During the service Brother 
Mitchel stood up. “Brethren and sisters,” 
he said, “I have a confession to make. 
For a long time I have not been paying 
tithe.” 

How did the worms know who was pay- 
ing tithe and who wasn’t? No, they didn’t 
count the offering. But God did, and He 
knew who was being faithful, and He told 
the army worms to leave their farms alone. 
He will bless you, too, if you faithfully pay 
tithe on the money you earn. 


Your friend, 


Ea Wael 








The Dog That Went to the Wedding 


By MARY E. STRICKLAND / 


_-. not only went to the wedding, but 
she saved the life of her master and mis- 
tress on two different occasions. 

From the moment she was born she was 
carefully watched for signs of trustworthi- 
ness, quickness to see and hear, and willing- 
ness to obey orders. When she had grown 
old enough to be trained, she was put with 
a group of dogs at the Seeing-Eye Founda- 
tion at Morristown, New Jersey, one of sev- 
eral places in the United States where dogs 
are trained to see for others. 

She was still only a puppy when the sec- 
ond world war was being fought. Many sol- 
diers returned from that war without eye- 
sight. Tom was one of them. Dawn became 


— 
The frightened horse ran 
toward the precipice. The 
blind rider could not see 


the danger. Suddenly a dog 
flashed in front of them. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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eyes for him, and went to live with him in 
Baltimore. 

Many a person on his way to or from 
work grew accustomed to watch for the big 
gray shepherd and the fine-looking young 
man. Every day Dawn went to work with 
Tom, watching the customers who came to 
“Dawn's Office Supply Company.” Tom had 
named his office for his partner. 

One day Tom whispered a secret to Dawn. 
“Dawn, old girl,” he said, “I am going to 

To page 19 
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THE SIDESADDLE RACE 
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By 


FRANCES TAYLOR 





CHAPTER TWO: 


PEARL'S STORY 





EARL brushed a strand of hair off her 

forehead and began telling her story about 
the visit she had made to her relatives in 
Wyoming the year before. She was sitting 
in a garden chair with her girl friends, try- 
ing to recover from the bruises they had suf- 
fered when they had raced their pony under 
a low tree. 

“Uncle Joe and Aunt Abbie live on a 
sheep ranch away out in the country, fifty 
miles from the nearest town or railroad,” 
she began. “They live in a large rambling 
ranch house. 

“Because cousin Lettie is just my age, 
and Auntie realizes how lonesome I get 
because I have no mother, she invited me 
there for the summer. Sam is the eldest. He 
was seventeen; the twins, Jack and Mack, 
were ten; and Beth was two. 

“We had such good times together the 
first month. Then one day when Auntie 
called dinner, the twins did not show up. 
Like all growing boys, they always seemed 
hungry, declaring they were starved, so they 
were almost always the first in for meals. 
But that day they did not come. Auntie was 
tired, for she had been washing clothes all 
morning, and she did not notice that Jack 
and Mack were missing. 

“Uncle Joe took his team to the barn and 
unhitched them after first watering them at 
the big horse tank beside the windmill. I was 
so hungry I hoped he would hurry. 

“Finally I saw him leave the barn and 
walk toward the house. Sam was out behind 
the summer kitchen washing in a basin on 


a box. Lettie and I were putting on the 
finishing touches to the table, for we both 
liked to make it look attractive. Beth had 
to be watched, for she might pull something 
off the table, and once she stuck her baby 
fingers right in the lemon pie, making funny 
little holes all over the meringue. She would 
lick her fingers each time, and really en- 
joyed it. 

“Aunt Abbie put Beth in her high chair, 
set a plate of bread on the table, while Lettie 
and I started pouring the milk into the 
glasses. Uncle Joe was about ready to sit 
down when he stared around the kitchen and 
asked, “Where are Jack and Mack?’ 

“Then we all remembered they hadn't 
come in for dinner. Aunt Abbie turned to 
Sam and asked, ‘Didn’t you see them at the 
barn?’ 

“*Nio, Mother, I haven’t seen them since 
I left for the field this morning.’ 

“Auntie just-looked impatient. She turned 
to Uncle Joe and asked if he had seen the 
boys. Then she questioned Lettie and me, 
but none of us had seen those boys since 
soon after breakfast. Uncle went to the tele- 
phone on the wall and phoned a neighbor, 
but he said he had not seen them either. 

“‘Sam, go out and ring the dinner bell,’ 
said Uncle Joe. ‘We might as well eat, for 
those boys have no doubt started chasing a 
rabbit and wandered off too far. The bell 
wiil raise them if they have gone five miles. 
Besides, they will soon be so hungry they 
will come on the run anyway to get some- 
thing to eat.’ 
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“But somehow our good dinner didn’t taste 
right with those two little boys not there. 
The food didn’t have the good flavor it al- 
ways had, and I hurried to finish. Uncle Joe 
finished first and took his hat from the nail 
on the wall. He had a worried wrinkle be- 
tween his eyes. When he started toward the 
barn, Lettie ran after him. 

“I heard her ask, ‘Daddy, do you suppose 
they could have gone to the canal?’ Her lips 
were trembling. He didn’t look at her when 
he answered that he didn’t think so. I began 
to shake all over, for I had heard Uncle Joe 
nd Auntie tell those boys, and Lettie and 
me too, never, never to go near that dan- 
gerous canal. Sometimes Lettie only laughed 
and said that her father and mother were so 
fussy, as if it was silly for young ladies like 
her and me to be cautioned against going to 
the canal. 

“And only the week before, she and I had 
sneaked off to that canal. We had even con- 
sidered taking a swim, not that we really 
could swim, but we wanted to wade in and 
find out how deep it was, if it really was 
as deep as Uncle Joe said. I had talked her 
out of it, for to be truthful, I am a coward 
about deep water. Lettie had teased me and 





called me a Fraidy Cat. 

“The canal was three 
miles from the house, 
yet if the twins had 
been playing there, they 
would have heard the 
dinner bell, it was so 
loud. Of course, it would take them quite 
a while to walk back, which was the one 
thing I was thinking of now. But Lettie was 
thinking of something more serious. 

“She and I went to the barn as Uncle Joe 
and Sam straddled horses and raced down 
the lane to the canal. Their faces told us they 
were just as worried as Lettie and I. Auntie 
came down to the barn too, wiping her eyes 
with her apron. 

“She kept wringing her hands and saying, 
“Why didn’t we watch those boys? They 
are so venturesome. They do not willfully 
disobey, but they want to find out things 
for themselves!’ 

“Finally Lettie managed to ask, ‘Mamma, 

To page 20 





Jack and Mack had not come in for dinner. Sam went 
out and rang the bell again, as loudly as he could. 
It could be heard five miles. Were the boys hurt? 
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THE FORBIDDEN ORANGE 


y. 
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|" IS a big orange, isn’t it? 1 wonder how 
it tastes!” said Betsey. 

But the big, golden orange was not to be 
eaten. Several days before, Mr. Bradley had 
told the children all about his plans for it. 
It was a very special orange and was to be 
left on the tree. 

Leonard, the eldest of the Bradley chil- 
dren, and his sisters, Betsey and Dorothy, 
lived on a ranch in southern California, 
where their father owned large groves of 
orange, lemon, and grapefruit trees. 

One morning at the breakfast table Mr. 
Bradley said, “I am going to the city today, 
but will be back before night. While I am 
gone I want you, Leonard, to water the roses 
and those new lilies we set out the other 
day, and if I am late in getting home you 
should start doing the chores.” 
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By THELMA LEE OLANDER 


“What do you want us to do, Daddy?” 
asked Betsey, whose ambition sometimes led 
her into mischief. 

“Mother will have plenty for you girls to 
do, so I'll leave that to her,” said Father with 
a smile at Mother across the table. “But there 
is one thing I would like to tell you not to 
do! I have had a little secret for some time, 
but I think I can tell you now,” and Daddy 
looked around the breakfast table at his chil- 
dren with a twinkle in his eye. 

“A secret! Oh, I love secrets! Tell us, 
Daddy!” squealed Dorothy. “We won't tell 
anyone!” 

“Ho, ho, I'm not so sure you won't tell, 
but then I don’t much care if you do tell it 
now. Here is my secret,” and Daddy’s voice 
lowered to a confidential tone as he con- 
tinued: “There is an orange tree at the end 











ee a 


SD 





of the first row that has a very special orange 
on it. It is a special one, for it is the only one. 
I have picked all the oranges from that tree, 
and have left just one to grow as large as it 
can between now and fair time. It is already 
larger than any other in the orchard, but 
it will be huge if we leave it on until the 
fair begins. Then we will pick it and take 
it to the fair, and who knows, maybe we will 
get a prize for it! At any rate it will be fun 
to try, won't it? Now I am depending on you 
to help me. You must stay away from the 


@:= Can I depend on you?” 


“O Dad, of course you can depend on us!” 
exclaimed Leonard, who felt he was quite a 
man, now he was ten years old. Didn’t Dad 
make him responsible for running things 
while he was gone for a day? And didn’t he 
help do the chores night and morning? Cer- 
tainly Dad should know he was too grown up 
to allow anything to happen to such a valu- 
able orange! 

The girls too were very sure they would be 
careful, and wouldn’t they be proud when 
their daddy received the prize at the fair! 
They could see the judges giving him a blue 
ribbon even now! 

“I’m sure you will guard it,” said Daddy. 
“You may eat any of the other oranges in 
the orchard you please, but just remember 


Dorothy and Betsey watched Leonard climb 
into the orange tree. He put his hands 
around the forbidden fruit, measuring it. 
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the best way to keep out of trouble is to 
stay away from it. Don’t go down to the 
last tree at the end of the row, and you will 
be playing safe.” 

After Daddy left, the children were kept 
busy with the numerous chores there are 
to do on a big ranch, but they talked excit- 
edly about the orange and wondered how 
large it would get, and if anyone would have 
a larger one to exhibit. 

The county fair was a great adventure to 
these young people. They would talk about 
it long before it began, and long after it was 
over. Every year Daddy had some exhibit to 
take, and sometimes Mother baked cookies or 
bread or took one of her potted plants, and 
quite often one of them brought home a 
prize. The day they would visit the fair, 
Mother would pack a lunch, and after an 
exciting morning seeing the exhibits and 
being whirled around and around on some 
of the daring rides, they were ready to sit 
down in a shady spot and eat the good 
things Mother had brought. It was an ex- 
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perience long to be remembered—the county 
fair—and the children could hardly wait. 

Several days passed, and seemingly every- 
one had forgotten about the big orange. 
There was always work to be done, but one 
afternoon there was a lull, and Father went 
over to the next ranch to help a neighbor, 
Mother took a nap, and the children had 
nothing to do for a while. The girls skipped 
rope while Leonard rode his bicycle up and 
down the road, and tried out some new 
tricks on it. Then they played ball, which 
did not prove too satisfactory, for as every 
boy knows, most girls just can’t catch a fast 
ball. So everyone was getting quite bored, 
when Betsey had an idea. 

“Let’s go down to see the big orange!” 

“No! No!” protested Dorothy in shocked 
surprise. “We promised Daddy we wouldn't 
go near the tree.” 

“We-l-l, it wouldn’t hurt just to look at it! 
We wouldn’t bother it!” 

“That's right,” agreed Leonard. “I don’t 
see what harm it would be just to look at 
it. Dad wants us to leave it on the tree until 
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fair time, but looking at it won’t make it 
fall off!” 

“I know, but we promised Daddy we 
wouldn't even go near the tree. He said if 
we just stayed away from it, we wouldn't 
get into trouble!” Dorothy looked almost 
ready to cry. 

“O Dotty, you're always so particular! We 
aren't going to get into trouble. All we want 
to do is just have a look,” and Betsey gave 
her sister an impatient push. 

While they were talking the children had 
been sauntering slowly toward the tree at 
the end of the row, and by now had almost 
reached it. 

“Oh, look!” shouted Leonard. “There it 
is!” and he pointed to a huge, golden or- 
ange hanging almost at the top of the last 
tree in the row. 

It was indeed large, the largest orange the 
three children had ever seen, and they gazed 
at it in wonder. 

“It is a big one, isn’t it? I wonder how 
it tastes!” Betsey was thinking out loud, but 

To page 20 



































By LESTER E. HARRIS, JR. 
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The Plant That Catches Fish 





ew though you might not think so, the 
plants are just as interesting to study and 
to watch as are the animals, especially those 
plants that are exciting to us because they 
are so different from what we think a plant 
should be. While it is true that most plants 
get their food right out of the air and from 
the ground, there are some plants that get 
at least part of their food quite differently. 
These are the meat-eating, or carnivorous, 
plants. 

The Venus’s-fly-trap eats flies and other 
flying insects. The pitcher plant eats all kinds 
of insects. The most amazing plant of all, 
however, is the bladderwort, which not only 
eats insects but also tiny crayfish, little 
shrimps, mosquito larvae, small worms, and 
baby fish. 

The bladderwort lives most of the time 
under water in ponds and slow-moving 
streams. The underwater part of the plant 
consists of a long, thin stem with many 


These are the bladders under water. Look closely 
and you can see the little fish caught in them. 



















































branches and no roots and no leaves. Scat- 
tered everywhere on the branches are the 
“fish traps,” or bladders. At certain times 
of the year and under certain conditions the 
plant sends a shoot up above the surface of 
the water. This shoot has ordinary leaves 
and pretty little yellow or pink flowers on it. 

Because this plant does not have roots and 
has a very thick “skin” over the stem, it is 
not able to take in food from the water. That 
is why it has the special bladders, which 
are about as big around as a piece of un- 
cooked macaroni. Being so small, they catch 
only small fish newly hatched from the egg. 
The bladder has a “front porch” on one side. 
Sticking out funnel shaped from around the 
“front porch” are a number of hairs which 
act to steer the small animals into the jaws 
of the trap. There are four bristles on the 
door, which act as triggers to trip the trap. 

When the trap is set the door is shut and 
all the water is pumped out of the trap by 
special pumping cells. As a small, newborn 
and unsuspecting baby fish swims by, it noses 
against the hairs and is turned toward the 
“front porch.” Its nose touches one of the 
bristles, and instantly the door swings in and 
the water rushes inside carrying the fish with 
it. The door shuts, and the fish is trapped, 
all within about one thirtieth of a second. 
The fish is suffocated, and the plant eats it. 
After this the trap sets itself, and is ready 
to catch another fish. 


A scientist once put 150 baby perch in a 
jar with a piece of the bladderwort, and two 
days later the plant had eaten all but two of 
the fish! Isn't it a wonderful plant? It grows 
in almost all parts of the world. Look for it 
next time you walk around a pond or along 
a slow stream. 
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Pictures are through courtesy of 
the Swiss National Travel Office 
and the Swiss Federal Railways. 
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Every spring the guides must have all their equipment inspected. The village boys look on. 
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STERNER——HEINIGER 


This climber shows how to cut glacial ice to make a 
hook for the rope. Note his shoe spikes, and how he 
winds rope under his thigh and over his shoulder. 


There’s a thrill to standing on a windy 
mountain summit and looking for miles. 
But you've got to climb first in order to get 
there. Some mountains are easy. Others take 
real skill and courage. Wise climbers follow 
definite safety rules, as these pictures straight 
from Switzerland show. Always go with 
someone who has climbed the mountain be- 
fore. Never go alone. A strong rope, a staff 
with a curved iron head (called an alpen- 
stock), and goggles and spikes for ice and 
snow are standard equipment. 


HUTZLI—RICHENBACH 
Wise climbers go in groups. At right, two men use a 
rope to descend jagged cliff. Comfortable guide in 
mountain cabin prepares kindling for breakfast fire. 


DR. WEISMAN O. STETTLER 
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The car had stalled in the middle of the river and 


was being swept slowly but surely down to the falls. 


THE ANGELS LIFTED THI 


VERY foot the car moved forward seemed 
to bring the river another inch higher. 
Already water was swirling dangerously near 
the engine, and some was leaking in through 
the doors. Everyone inside sat stiff and tense. 
If once water entered the exhaust pipe, the 
engine would stall, and the car would have 
to be abandoned in the middle of the stream. 
It all happened while Dad Larsen and his 
family were driving through the San Ber- 
nardino Mountains some years ago. Their 
Plymouth was pulling them quite faithfully, 
if not quite smoothly, over the rough moun- 
tain roads, when at last it had brought them 
to the brink of a rushing mountain stream. 
There was no bridge in sight. There was only 
a “ford,” and the travelers were expected to 
drive through. They stopped their car at the 
bank to survey the situation. 

The water was running fast and wide, but 
apparently not too deep. At least, from the 
shore it didn’t seem too deep. Or, should 
I say, to Dad Larsen’s boy it didn’t seem too 
deep. Dad, on the other hand, had a few 
misgivings. 

He thought the river had more water in it 
than usual. Cars could cross it at certain 
times of the year, he knew, but perhaps there 
were times when they couldn't. 

But his boy said, “It'll be all right. We 
can make it.” 

Even if the water were not too deep, he 
thought, it was flowing mighty fast, which 
would make steering quite a problem, espe- 
cially if the bottom was rough. 

But his boy said, “We can make it easy, 
Dad.” 

But what about that waterfall a few feet 
down river from the ford? It was hardly 
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more than a cataract, but if the river current 
should force the car down to it, it would 
surely be enough to turn the car over on its 
side. Then the river would pour into it, and 
ruin it. 

But his boy said, “Dad, don’t worry so.” 

But supposing the water were just deep 
enough that it came up to the exhaust pipe, 
and stalled the engine? 

“O Dad,” said his son, “let’s go!” 

Only Dad Larsen sensed how dangerous 
it really was; but, perhaps because he simply 
had to go on with the trip, or perhaps be- 
cause he wasn’t quite sure, or perhaps be- 
cause his boy talked so much, Dad finally 
said, “All right, son, we'll try it.” 

His boy climbed onto the hood to act as 
pilot. Dad took his place in the driver's seat. 
The engine was started, and slowly, cau- 
tiously, the front wheels were inched into 
the water. They were on their way. 

And now the car 
was fully in the 
ford, and the force 
of the river was 
tugging at the 
wheels, doing its 
best to turn them 
down to the water- 
fall. They hit rocks 
the water had laid 
down, and the 
steering wheel spun 
wildly in the driv- 
er’s hands. 

The engine was 
in low gear with 
the clutch only 
partly engaged. The 

















THEIR CAR! Paw 
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By C. MERVYN MAXWELL 


car shook and roared. The family shouted to 
each other, “Hey, be careful; don’t try to go so 
fast.” “I don’t believe we ought to have tried 
it. Why don’t we turn around and go back?” 

But from out on the hood came a voice: 
“Oh, don’t worry so. We'll soon be across.” 

How could they keep from worrying when 
every foot the car moved forward seemed to 
bring the river another inch higher? Already 
water was swirling dangerously near the 
engine, and some was leaking in through the 
doors. Everyone inside sat stiff and tense. 
Would the water run down the exhaust pipe? 
Would the car stall out here in the middle 
of the river? 

They were not left long in doubt. All at 


once the exhaust burbled out the back like 
a motorboat, the engine choked and splut- 
tered, and silence settled down over the 
stream. 

All that broke the stillness was the steady 
rush of water as it swept past the wheels and 
over the nearby falls. And even now the car 
was moving, ever so bit by bit, slowly down 
toward them. 

What could be done? Dad pushed the 
starter pedal, but of course that did no good. 
They were alone, away out in the mountains. 
The nearest tow truck was hours away, and 
the chances of another car’s coming in time 
were too remote to be considered. 

The only solution was to lift the back of 
the car and hold it above the water until 
they could get across—but who could do a 
thing like that? The river was too wide, 
the water was too deep, and the car was 
too heavy. It was quite out of the question. 

But it was the only way out. 

And something had to be done fast, be- 
fore the river forced the car over the falls. 

And so Dad Larsen did what every one 
of you would have done. He asked God for 
help. “O Lord,” he prayed, “Thou canst do 
anything. Please help us now.” 

And then the wonderful thing happened. 
It is almost unbelievable, but I know it is 
quite true. Dad Larsen told me the story 
himself and answered my questions about it. 

Immediately, right then, just as soon as he 


To page 19 


wl Dan sat on the hood to guide Dad as they drove through 
.y™ the river. There was no bridge. The farther they went, 
the higher the flood water swirled up toward the engine. 
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[7 WAS almost time for morning inspection 
at the boys’ Junior camp. Jim, unit leader 
for cabin six, frowned. 

“Please listen, fellows!” he said. “Our 
cabin has had demerits each day, and now 
camp is half over. It’s a disgrace! The cots 
are half made, gum wrappers lie everywhere, 
shoes are scattered around, and towels are 
all over the floor. Pajamas, too. I'd like us 
to have a merit ribbon just once!” 

Four boys hee-hawed. 

“Who cares? We're here for a good time,” 
said one. 

“It’s sissy stuff!” sneered another. 

“It’s too much bother!” “You can’t make 
us do it!” the others said. 

Jim looked around, and then at the four. 
They were not Pathfinders, and right now 
they did not care if they ever were! But he 
was, and he’d be a good one. Without a 
word he made his cot. A soldier could not 
have done better. Then he stood his rub- 
bers and his good shoes in a neat row in 
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The inspectors could hardly believe their eyes. The 
members of cabin six stood in a neat, straight line, 
hair combed. They had never been like this before! 


just the right spot. He inspected his fingers 
and combed his hair again. There was not 
much he could do about his freckles, but 
they were clean. 

“Sissy, too,” Lee snorted, and kicked Ron’s 
shoes across the room. Then he jerked the 
blankets loose on Jim’s cot. 

Now, Jim really had been patient. Some- 
day he wanted to be a Master Guide, and a 
Master Guide had to have a great deal of 
patience—as much as Job had, or even more. 
For five days he had worked hard to have 
a neat cabin. Because he was a good anit 
leader two unruly boys had been assigned to 
him. Their bad example had spoiled two 
others. 

He glanced at his watch. In another ten 
minutes they would have line and cabin in- 
spection. “Come on, fellows!” he pleaded. 

“Ya, ya! Make us!” they taunted. 

Something happened right then. Jim’s pa- 
tience exploded all over the cabin. He really 
got angry. Then, in the middle of a word, 
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THE CHANGE 


By INEZ 


he stopped. He stepped out through the door 
for a second, and then came back. “I, I’m 
sorry I was angry,” he said. “Jesus would not 
have been. Please forgive me.” He looked at 
the four. “I’m sorry,” he repeated. “Please 
forgive me.” 

He bolted through the door and vanished 
beyond the campfire circle. 

Lee raised himself from his unmade cot. 
“He said he was sorry! He asked us to for- 
give him. I couldn’t have done that.” 

“Jim meant it,” said Clem. “He's better 
than we are. We've made it tough for him. 
Let's prove we are sorry for being so mean.” 
Clem kicked a shoe. Then he picked it up 
and put it under his cot. “Let’s mean it, 
fellows. Let’s do things right to prove it.” 

“Let’s get a hustle on. Let’s show him 
we are sorry too,” Lee agreed. 

In only eight minutes cots were trued, 
shoes lined up, and pajamas folded. Soldiers 
could not have made their barracks neater. 
As for the four boys, they were so clean 
they sparkled from their damp combed hair 
to their polished shoes. And they stood in 
a straight line! 

But Jim was not there when the merit 
ribbon was fastened beside the door of cabin 
six. And as for the counselors! They simply 
could not believe their eyes! Cabin six was 
immaculate! 

“Good work, boys!” said the director. 

“Congratulations,” said the counselors. 
“But where is Jim?” 

The four boys were very sober as they 
went into their cabin. They didn’t know 
what had happened to Jim. 

“It really does look nice this way,” said 
Lee. 

“We've made it tough for Jim,” Ron ad- 
mitted. 





IN CABIN SIX 


AI 
BRASIER 


“We should make up for our meanness 
and keep our cabin like this all the time,” 
Clem suggested. 

“Wonder where Jim went?” Ron asked. 

Ron was worried. He looked everywhere 
for Jim. Finally, down by the lake, he saw 
a bush move. He ran along the shore path. 
“Don't feel so bad, Jim,” he said. “I'll do bet- 
ter after this. I want to be a good Pathfinder 
like you.” 

“Aw, Ron,” groaned Jim. “Jesus would not 
have been angry and said things the way I 
did. I’m not a good example.” 

“You are, too. Come on back. I made a 
mistake on my billfold.” 

“Do you really want me to help you after 
I got so mad?” 

“Sure!” 

Jim and Ron started back along the path. 

“Jim, I want to ask you something,” said 
Ron. “Is being sorry for the bad things you 
do being a good Pathfinder?” 

Jim had to smile. “It is part of the way 
to be like Jesus, and that is what a Pathfinder 
learns to be.” 

They came back to cabin six. The other 
three were still there, and learning the Ten 
Commandments for their Friend require- 
ments. 

Jim hesitated. Then he said, “I’m sorry I 
was so angry. Will you fellows forgive me?” 

“We want you to forgive us,” said Lee, 
softly. “We're sorry we've been so mean. 
We—you tell him, Clem.” 

“We want to be Pathfinders like you. If 
we had not been so mean—” Clem’s voice 
trailed off. “Anyway, Jim—well, don’t laugh. 
Our counselor talked to us, and we are go- 
ing to be Pathfinders like you from now on.” 

“And cabin six will always be perfect,” 
Lee promised, “well, because Jesus was.” 
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Who Am 1? 


By PHYLLIS SOMERVILLE 
: a 
1. Boat MARE my husband. 


2. Jochebed was my mother. 

3. Seth was my son. 

4. | lived in Bethany and was’ raised from the 
dead. 

5. | was the oldest man to ever live. 

6. | was buried by God. 

7. | saw iron swim. 

8. | was a queen and visited King Solomon. 

9. | was a captain of Syria and was healed of 
leprosy. . 

10. Only | and my family were saved in the siege 
of Jericho. 


Four-Letter Bible Names 


By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


‘RAL sentences below, each of the blank spaces 
can be filled with a Bible name of four letters. Do 
you know them? 


1... .. .. .. was the first king of Israel (1 Sam. 11: 
15). 

2. wu. a we» built an ark (Gen. 6:13, 14). 

3... .. .. « Was the first man (1 Cor. 15:45). 

4... .. . = gleaned grain in the fields of Boaz 
(Ruth 2:3). 

5. ue sue we « Was a son of Noah (Gen. 6:10). 

6... «a. «» Was the mother of Jesus (Luke 2:5-7). 

7. a we Was killed by his brother Cain (Gen. 
4:8). 

8... .. .. « was the first wife of Jacob (Gen. .29: 
21-23). 


paid Two Names in One 
By LOIS SNELLING 


In each of the words below, can you find two 
Bible names? 


1. Jonathanael 6. Jobed 
2. Jeremiahab 7. Reubenjamin 
3. Hiramos 8. Josephilip 
4. Ezekielias 9. Mosesau 
5. Mordecain , 10. Naamandrew 
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Bible Step 


‘PAID OLLIE JAMES ROBERTSON 


1. Wife of Adam. (Gen. 3:20.) 

2. Abbreviation for volume. 

3. Some people thought that Jesus was the prophet 

(Matt. 16:14.) 

4. A good Bible king who became bad and died of 
a disease in his feet. (1 Kings 15:24.) 

5. Wife of Abraham. (Gen. 17:15.) 

6. What John did to the little book. (Rev. 10:10.) 

7. Jesus wanted to gather the people of Jerusalem, 
the way this bird gathers her chickens. (Matt. 
23:37.) 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


Geraldine Robello, 13, collects cactus. Her address 
is Box 432, Haiku, Maui, Territory of Hawaii. 


Mercedes Ramon, 13, would like to correspond 
with boys and girls all over the world. Her address 
is P.O. Box 1059, Puunene, Maui, Territory of 
Hawaii. 


Anna Guptill, 11, is in the fifth grade. She likes 
to collect pictures, swim, sew, and ride the bicycle. 
She promises to answer all letters she receives. Her 
address is Main Street, South Coventry, Connecti- 
cut. 


Shirley Lee Stairs, 13, lives on a 500-acre farm 
and is in the eighth grade. Her birthday is May 15. 
She likes to swim, play badminton and _ volleyball. 
She would like to have boys and girls write to her 
from the United States and Canada. Her address is 
Sand Patch, Pennsylvania. 











By ELSIE DEAN Vv 


ped in the South of long ago lived a little 
black boy known only as Amos. Every 
day plantation folks saw Amos bustling 
about the great white house—carrying water 
from the spring, picking vegetables in the 
garden, dragging bags of flour to the kitchen. 
And always his thick lips were puckered 
in a whistle heard all over the cotton fields. 

Everyone liked him, especially his young 
master, Peter. Many times Peter would ride 
his pony to the garden gate and call to Amos 
to come and play with him. But every time 
Amos shook his tousled head. 

“No suh, Master Peter,” he drawled. “I’se 
a black boy fittin’ only to work. "Twouldn’t 
be right that ah play alongside a you.” 

“But Amos,” pleaded Peter, “it is only 


“Looka here what done happen when I’se puttin’ 
Mammy’s biscuits in de oven!” said Amos, pointing 
to a small pink spot on the back of his right hand. 
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TOP LAYER 


f 


& 


the top layer of you that’s black. Underneath 
we are the same. Please ride with me in the 
meadow.” 

“No indeed-ie, suh,” answered Amos so 
emphatically that Peter would turn away— 
sadly, vowing that he would never bother 
Amos again. But the days passed lazily, and 
Peter soon tired of his pony and the dog 
at his heels. As usual, then, he would appeal 
to Amos, who would only answer as before. 
“No suh, Master Peter. "Twouldn’t be fittin’!” 

Mammy, hearing, agreed. 

“Amos am right, Master Peter. Git along 
wif yore playin’ and let dis black boy tend 
to dese chores.” 

Playfully, she would twist one of Amos’s 
protruding ears until he danced around so 
comically Peter laughed heartily at her mock 
reproach. 

Still, Peter was lonesome. Even though he 
tried desperately to imitate Amos’s whistle, 
only a faint squeak came out. How he wished 

To page 19 
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Price, $2.75 each 

_ Please have mother or dad order 

from your Book and Bible House. 








Wild Creatures in Winter 

Winter descends on the zoo while we 
are there, revealing the secrets of the 
wild creatures. We will have lots of fun 
discovering where Growler the Bear 
lives and how Paddletail the Beaver ; 
finds his food when the pond is cov- : 


ered with ice. a 


Paddletail the Beaver and 

His Neighbors 

Paddletail makes his home in the Black 
Forest near the Old Homestead. He has 
many neighbors that we won't want to 
miss, such as Danny Muskrat, Sticker the 
Porcupine, Lightfoot the Deer, Mephitis 
the Skunk, and Screecher the Owl. 
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ISIT THE ZOO 


Juniors are always anxious to go 
to the zoo. Ask mother or dad to 
get these books for you, and then 
you can see and read about 
scores of birds and animals of the 
zoo when you are unable to visit 
them at the zoo. 


Books by Neil Wayne Northey e 


Wild Animals of Africa 


Most of the animals we have seen so far live 
right here in the wilds of America. No other 
continent on earth has so many wild animals 
as has Africa, so we must get acquainted 
with some of the real personalities in our 
book zoo of Africa. 


The Bluebirds and Their Neighbors 
The bluebirds come back to the Old Home- 
stead to live during the summer. Many of 
their feathered and furry neighborhood 
friends can also be seen when they enter the 
narrative. 


The Mallards and Their Neighbors 
It is interesting to watch Lutra the Otter, 
Trailer the Mink, Billy Coon, Snoop the Wea- 
sel, and other furry enemies of the Mallards 
make their life on the duckpond one of watch- 
ful waiting. 


Book and Bible House 
, for which please send 





Enclosed find $. 
me the following: 
—— Wild Animals of Africa @ $2.75 $. 
—_. The Bluebirds and Their 


Neighbors I @ $275 Sc 
——. The Mallards and Their 
- Neighbors @ $2.75 $2 


__. Wild Creatures in Winter @ $2.75 $__ 
—- Paddletail the Beaver @ $2.75 $____ 
Prices higher in Canada. Sales Tax $-—__ 
Add sales tax where necessary. Total $. 

Name 
Address 
City 








State 


Pacific Press Publishing Association, 
Mountain View, California 
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Top Layer 
From page 17 


Amos had a top layer of white! It was no 
fun to be a young master on a great plan- 
tation with only a pony and a dog for com- 
panionship. 

Then, one day as he pondered near the 
brook, he heard Amos shouting with a shrill- 
ness unbecoming his customary drollness. 
“Master Peter! Master Peter! Come out so’s 
ah can see you!” 

Peter came quickly to his feet and hurried 
n the direction of the excited voice. He ran 
as fast as his skinned knee would allow, to 
the knoll; waved a welcoming hand to Amos 
bounding madly across the meadow. 

In a few seconds the two were together— 
a puzzled Peter—a breathless Amos. 

“Master Peter,” gasped Amos. “You shore 
been right all along ‘bout dat top layer! 
Looka here what done happen when I'se 
puttin’ Mammy’s biscuits in de oven!” 

One hand darted out unsteadily for Peter's 
inspection. On the back of it was a spot 
scarcely the size of a small coin where the 
top layer of black had been removed by a 
slight burn. 

And, the spot was pink! A delicate pink! 
An unmistakable color matching identically 
the pink of Peter’s skinned knee! 

“Then that means you can play with me,” 
said Peter hopefully. 

“Come ta think of it, you shore am right,” 
Amos answered excitedly. “Come on down 
by de river. I'll teach you how to whistle 
right off.” 


The Angels Lifted Their Car! 
From page 13 


had prayed, the family felt a strange, myste- 
rious motion at the back of the car! 

It began to lift up, up, up until the ex- 
haust pipe cleared the water! 

There were three people in the car and 
one on the hood, mind you, when it hap- 
pened, and they all felt it. Thé boy didn’t 
even know his dad had prayed, but he knew 
when the answer came. The car wasn’t lifted 
clean out of the river. The rear wheels were 
left on the ground to make traction. But 
the springs were stretched so the exhaust 
pipe could clear. 


But even more than that, before they’ 
could get the engine started, the car began 
to move forward by itself, as if hastened 
onward by an unseen hand! 

Once more Dad tried the starter, and this 
time, with many a sputter and a gurgle, the 
engine came alive. He slipped it wonderingly 
into gear, and added its power to that of 
the helpers from above. 

The river current still wrestled with the 
wheels just as furiously, the river bottom was 
still just as rough, and the water whirling 
past the wheels was just as deep (or deeper ) 
as it had been before, but now the car kept 
moving till at last it reached the other shore. 

What a time of rejoicing they had when 
they were safe again! How grateful they were 
for the helpfulness of the angels! But the 
best part of the story as far as that family 
is concerned is this: That son, really a man 
in his early twenties, had never wanted to 
believe in God. But from that day forward 
he began to realize that after all there is a 
God in heaven who answers His faithful chil- 
dren’s prayers. 


The Dog That Went to 
the Wedding 


From page 3 


be married. You shall stand beside me at 
the wedding!” Dawn, accustomed to stran- 
gers, was puzzled by the fuss everyone made 
over Tom and the lady at his side. She was 
jealous of her at first, but soon learned to 
love and watch over her too. 

When two little baby boys were added 
to the family, Dawn was attacked with 
jealousy again; but each time she opened 
her heart and added the little boy to her 
circle of friends. 

Tail out straight and wind parting her 
hair, Dawn barked gaily as she raced along- 
side when Tom rode horseback. Tom loved 
to be outdoors in his spare time, and riding 
horseback was one form of exercise he could 
safely enjoy, for the horse and Dawn were 
good friends. Both felt their responsibility 
to keep their blind master safe. 

But one day as they rode in the country 
they came to a place where a new road was 
under construction. Great rocks had to be 
blasted apart. Just as they neared, a blast 
was set off, and terrific noise turned Tom's 
horse wild with fright. 
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The terrified animal headed straight for 
a cliff. Dawn knew the shore line below, 
the height of that rocky cliff, and the dan- 
ger to her beloved master if he were hurled 
over the edge. 

They were only a few feet from the brink. 
Suddenly, a ball of fur raced after the horse, 
came alongside, leaped into the air in front 
of the horse, heading her off and forcing 
her to turn aside. 

This wasn’t her only record as lifesaver. 
Tom and his family decided to have a pic- 
nic one day, on a beach new to them. Play- 
ing with the little boys in the water, Tom’s 
wife suddenly stepped off a ledge on the 
ocean floor, into deep water. Dawn, lying be- 
side Tom on the sand, was keeping a watch- 
ful eye on the members of her family. See- 
ing the woman struggling, she charged into 
the waves. She seized Mother's clothing and 
dragged her to shore, while the two little 
boys stood at the water’s edge and cheered 
her on. 

Not long ago a sign on Tom’s office said, 
“Closed in honor of my partner, Dawn.” 

After years of service the dog who had 
been Tom’s eyes had grown old and tired. 
With saddened face, Dawn had watched 
Tom go to work alone, because she was too 
lame to trot beside him. Now she lay dead. 

As Tom remarked sadly when he laid her 
to rest, she had been a real “friend to man.” 





The Sidesaddle Race 
From page 5 


do you think Jack and Mack have gone to 
the canal, and, maybe, fallen in?’ 

““O Lettie, don’t say that! Your daddy 
and I have told them again and again the 
dangers of going to that canal. No, no, it 
can’t be. Why didn’t we watch them!’ Then 
Auntie walked back to the house, perhaps 
not wanting to frighten us girls. 

“An hour later our worst fears were con- 
firmed. Oh, girls, I can’t bear to think of it. 
Both the little boys had drowned. No one 
knows whether they decided to take a swim 
and get into the deep water, and not being 
able to swim, couldn’t get back to shore, 
or whether they fell in. 

“Auntie believes maybe one fell in and 
the other jumped in to save him. I think 
possibly one dared the other to go in, just 
as boys and girls do; then when he saw 
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the other sinking, he plunged in to rescue 
him. When Uncle Joe found them they were 
locked in each other's arms. They had washed 
up in some bushes near the bank. 

“But, girls, no matter what caused them 
to drown, it could have been prevented had 
they obeyed their parents and not gone near 
that canal. I shiver when I remember how 
Lettie almost tempted me to take a dare 
and go in that water. Never will I hear any 
children laugh at the warning their parents 
give them without seeing those cold, white 
faces of my little cousins, Jack and Mack, 
who would today be well and happy had he 
only obeyed their parents.” 

Pearl stopped talking. There was a long 
period of silence, for the girls were thinking 
deeply. Finally Grace said, “I’m not going 
to laugh at my mother any more when she 
tells me to be careful, even if I am nearly 
fourteen.” 

“Nor are we,” said Fern and Jean. 

(The end) 





The Forbidden Orange 
From page 8 


her brother and sister looked at her in star- 
tled surprise. 

“Why Betsey! You know big oranges 
aren't very good, and besides, this is the one 
for the fair. Don’t say such things!” and 
Dorothy's voice was full of reproof and 
shock. 

“Dorothy's right, Sis. Still it wouldn't do 
any harm to climb up and see how big it 
really is,” and matching his words with 
action, Leonard started climbing the tree. 

“O Leonard, you and Betsey will get us all 
in trouble! Please come back down!” pleaded 
Dorothy as Betsey endeavored to calm her 
fears while still urging Leonard on. When 
he reached the top of the tree where hung 
the beautiful fruit, both girls were eager 
to know just how large it really was. He 
put his hands over the orange, and called 
down, “It’s really bigger than it looks from 
the ground. I can’t cover it with both hands, 
and it smeils so good. I'll bet it'll be the 
biggest one at the fair!” and he tried to 
measure its size around the middle with 
both hands. Just then Leonard lost his foot- 
ing, and tightening his hold on the orange, 
gave a jerk, and by the time he had righted 
himself, the orange was in his hands! 
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“Q-o-o-h! Look what you’ve done! What 
will Papa say? Leonard, come on down, and 
let’s get away from here!” Both girls were 
now thoroughly frightened, and Betsey 
pleaded the harder with Leonard as she real- 
ized how far their disobedience had led 
them. 

Leonard scrambled down the tree as fast 
as he could with the huge orange in one 
hand. The children looked at one another 
with fear and guilt, then Betsey reached out 
her hand for the fruit. Each of them took 

rns holding it and feeling the weight. They 

elled the fragrance of the forbidden or- 
ange, and then Betsey spoke: “Well, now 
that you have pulled it off, we might as well 
eat it!” and sinking her teeth into the thick, 
tough rind she bit a place to start peeling it. 

As they had known it would be, the peel 
was thick and spongy, the fruit itself was 
small and dry, with very little flavor. Any 
other orange in the whole grove would 
have tasted sweeter. 

The dreadful thing they had done hung 
over them like an ugly black shadow, as 
Dorothy said, “We shall have to tell Daddy. 
He will find it out anyway, and ask us.” They 
all agreed it would be best to tell him at 
once. 

It was a sorry trio that made its way back 
to the house, and when Daddy came home 
he sensed before they told him the whole un- 
happy story that something was wrong. They 
spared none of the details of their disobedi- 
ence, and each one took his or her share of 
the blame, but Betsey reproached herself 
more than the others, as she had been the 
one to suggest the visit to the orange tree. 

Father listened quietly as the children 
haltingly told him the sorry tale, and with 
regret in his voice he said, “I am sad you 
disobeyed, but proud too that you have 
told me, for I know it has taken courage. 
I asked you to stay away from the tree, for 
this was the first step toward disobedience. 
Now you will have to take the consequences. 
We do not have an exhibit for the fair, as 
you have eaten it, so we will not go to the 
fair this year.” 


“O Daddy, not that!” they exclaimed in 
dismay. “We will do anything. We won't 
disobey you any more, only let us go to the 
fair!” But Daddy was firm. “No exhibit,” 
he repeated, “no trip to the fair.” 

It was a lesson learned the hard way. 
The children are grown now, for this hap- 
pened forty years ago, but they still remem- 
ber that “the best way to keep out of trouble 
is to stay away from it.” 














HIGHEST BRIDGE. Governor Thornton of 
Colorado claims that the Royal Gorge Bridge 
over the Arkansas River in his State is the 
highest bridge in the world. It carries traffic 
1,053 feet (a fifth of a mile) above the river. 


GOLDEN HAMSTERS. Many children like to 
raise hamsters as pets. A man in Alabama has 
really made the hobby pay-off. Some time ago 
he received a single hamster in payment of 
a one-dollar debt. He then bought two more, 
and pretty soon had a lot of the little creatures. 
Within three years he was selling four thou- 
sand dollars’ worth of hamsters every week. 


FRONT-FEET PUPPY. Did you ever see a dog 
that could walk on its front feet? Did you ever 
see one that preferred to walk on its front feet 
rather than on all fours? Samson, a dog in 
Dallas, Texas, had his back legs broken by 
a car, and so got used to walking on his front 
legs. By now, of course, the back legs are 
entirely healed—but he still goes about on 
his front feet. Now you try doing a hand- 
stand all day long! 


COVER PICTURE by H. A. Roberts. 
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X—God's Wonderful Law 


(SEPTEMBER 4) 


Lesson Text: Exodus 20:1-17. 


Memory Verse: “Open thou mine eyes that I 
may behold wondrous things out of thy law” 
(Psalms 119:18). 

Guiding Thought 

“God has given us His holy precepts, because 
He loves mankind. To shield us from the results 
of transgression, He reveals the principles of 
righteousness. The law is an expression of the 
thought of God; when received in Christ, it be- 
comes our thought. It lifts us above the power of 
natural desires and tendencies, above temptations 
that lead to sin. God desires us to be happy, and 
He gave us the precepts of the law that in obey- 
ing them we might have joy. When at Jesus’ 
birth the angels sang,— 

‘Glory to God in the highest, 

And on earth peace, good will toward men’ 

(Luke 2:14), 
they were declaring the principles of the law 
which He had come to magnify and make hon- 
orable. ... 

“The sun shining in the heavens, the solid 
earth upon which you dwell, are God’s witnesses 
that His law is changeless and eternal. Though 
they may pass away, the divine precepts shall en- 
dure. ‘It is easier for heaven and earth to pen, 
than one tittle of the law to fail.’ Luke 16:17.” 
The Desire of Ages, p. 308. 

ASSIGNMENT 1 
Read the lesson text and the guiding thought. 
ASSIGNMENT 2 
The Law a Proof of God’s Love to Us 

1. What did David pray that he might behold? 
(Ps. 119:18.) 

2. With what three meaningful adjectives did 
Paul describe the law of God? (Rom. 7:12.) 

3. What did David say about God’s law? (Ps. 
19:7.) 

NoTE.—"God’s law is a transcript of His 
character. It was given to man in the beginning as 
the standard of obedience. In succeeding ages this 
law was lost sight of. Hundreds of years after 


the Flood Abraham was called, and to him was 
given the promise that his descendants should 
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exalt God’s law. In course of time the Israelites 
went into Egypt, where for many years they suf- 
fered grievous oppression at the hands of the 
Egyptians. After they had been in slavery for 
nearly four hundred years, God delivered them 
by a wonderful manifestation of His power. He 
revealed Himself to the Egyptians as the Ruler of 
the universe, One greater than all heathen deities. 

“At Sinai the law was given a second time. In 
awful grandeur the Lord spoke His precepts and 
with His own finger engraved the Decalogue 
upon tables of stone. 

“Passing down through the centuries, we find 
that there came a time when God's law must once 
more be unmistakably revealed as the standard 
of obedience. Christ came to vindicate the sacred 
claims of the law. He came to live a life of obedi- 
ence to its requirements and thus prove the falsity 
of the charge made by Satan that it is impossible 
for man to keep the law of God. As a man He met 
temptation and overcame in the strength given 
Him from God. As He went about doing good, 
healing all who were afflicted by Satan, He made 
plain to men the character of God’s law and the 
nature of His service. His life testifies that it is 
possible for us also to obey the law of God.”— 
Testimonies, vol. 8, pp. 207, 208. 


ASSIGNMENT 3 


God’s Law Does Not Change 


4. Every day when the lawmakers of our land 
are at work we hear of new laws being passed 
and of old ones being repealed. No government 
has ever established a code of laws that is per- 
fect, meeting every emergency, never needing to 
be changed. Does our God change? (Mal. 3:6.) 


NOTE.—"‘The law of God, from its very nature, 
is unchangeable. It is a revelation of the will and 
the character of its Author. God is love, and His 
law is love. Its two great principles are love to 
God and love to man.”—The Great Controversy, 
p. 467. 

5. Some teach that Christ did away with the 
law of God. What did Jesus Himself say that 
proves that this is not so? (Matt. 5:17, 18.) 

6. What did Daniel prophesy about an at- 
tempt to change God’s holy commandments? 
(Dan. 7:25.) Was this attempt ever made? 
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NOTE.—"The papacy has attempted to change 
the law of God. The second commandment, for- 
bidding image worship, has been dropped from 
the law, and the fourth commandment has been 
so changed as to authorize the observance of the 
first instead of the seventh day as the Sabbath.” — 
The Great Controversy, p. 446 


ASSIGNMENT 4 
Respecting and Loving the Law 


7. Did Christ respect His Father’s command- 
ments? (John 15:10.) 


NOTE.—"Christ was a living representative of 
the law. No violation of its holy precepts was 
found in His life.’—The Desire of Ages, p. 287. 

8. What enables us to keep the command- 
ments of God? (1 John 5: 2, 3, first half.) 

9. Satan would have us believe that the com- 
mandments are hard to keep and restrict our 
happiness. Is this so? (Verse 3, second half.) 


NOTE.—"“If we abide in Christ, if the love of 
God dwells in us, our feelings, our thoughts, our 
actions, will be in harmony with the will of God 
as expressed in the precepts of His holy law.”— 
Steps to Christ, p. 66. 


ASSIGNMENT 5 
Making God’s Law First in Our Lives 


10. How is our duty summed up? (Eccl. 12:13.) 


NOTE.—Jesus summed up our duty when He 
told the lawyer, “Thou shalt love the Lord thy 
God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, 
and with all thy mind. This is the first and great 
commandment. And the second is like unto it, 
Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself” (Matt. 
22:37-39). 


11. What is the result when we neglect this 
duty of keeping the commandments? (1 John 
3:4.) 


12. What is the result when we keep the com- 
mandments? (Ps. 119:165.) 


ASSIGNMENT 6 
Being Judged by the Law 

13. When the day of final deciding comes, and 
the good and the wicked are separated, by what 
are the deeds of every man, woman, and child 
judged? (James 2:8, 12.) 

NoTE.—‘“In order to be prepared for the 
judgment, it is necessary that men should keep 
the law of God. That law will be the standard of 
character in the judgment.”—The Great Contro- 
versy, p. 436. 

14. To what are those who keep the com- 
mandments of God entitled? (Rev. 22:14.) 


ASSIGNMENT 7 
David’s Love for the Law of God 


In the blanks of these verses, PLACE THE 
WORDS BELOW that show David's attitude to the 
law: 

1. “I will _.... myself in thy command- 
ments, which I have — * (Pe. 119:47). 

2. “Then shall I not be ashamed, when I have 

_ unto all thy commandments” (verse 


Ds 

3. “I will keep thy precepts ee 
Bh acs gcaie eae eS (verse 69). 

YY a I end law” (verse 97). 

5. “I do... __.------------- thy command- 
ments” (verse 176). 

LOVE, DELIGHT, NOT FORGET, RESPECT, 
LOVED, MY WHOLE HEART. 


Men used to sign letters by stamping their names in soft 


R. M. ELDRIDGE, ARTIST 





wax, called a seal. God signed the Ten Commandments in 
the fourth one—Lord, the Creator of heaven and earth. 
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Frankie, the Franklin’s Gull, No. 4 - By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT, 1954, BY REVIEW AND 
HERALD (ALL RIGHTS RESERVED) 


























1. The crow headed straight for Frankie and was 
going to make a meal of him. There seemed to be 
no adult gulls around. 2. But the flock returned just 
then, and before the crow could reach the young gull 
they flew screaming after the black robber and 


chased him away. 3. In time Frankie lost all the 
down that had at first covered his body, and feathers 
replaced it. When big enough to fly, he did not look 
quite like his parents. They had pure white tails and 
black heads; he had a black-banded tail, gray head. 
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4. In late summer the whole flock of gulls left 
their breeding ground and slowly traveled southward. 
Franklin’s gulls are migratory and do not stay in the 
prairies for the winter. 5. Most of them spend that 
time in Peru, South America. During the winter their 


feathers are different from the ones they have in 
summer. The head is no longer solid black, but dark 
gray. 6. Back north in spring they again have their 
snappy black-and-white plumage. The white lower 
parts of Frankie's body were tinged with rosy pink. 
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7. Frankie was now one of the large flock of white 
“prairie doves” that followed the prairie farmer's 
plow in the springtime. The plow turned up numbers 
of grubs and worms, and the gulls scrambled over 
one another to get them. 8. Later in spring the gulls 
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flew over the waving fields of wheat and settled 
out of sight in it to catch crickets and grasshoppers. 
9. At the close of the day they fluttered like pieces 
of white confetti in the rich warm color of the sun- 
set sky to rest as usual on the still waters of the lake. 














